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MAGISTERIAL ROOKS 


OF 


The Corporation of Bur-caſtle. | 


CRoaKkinG Sikrs! 


As a tender unfledged Goſling naturally 
ſeeks for ſhelter and protection under the 
wings of an Old Gogſe—it is humbly hoped 
you will not be offended at a poor, unfeathered 
poetical Rook thus craving permiſſion to perch 
upon the Vane of your owering ſagacity, where 
cheer'd by the rays of your municipal ſum it 
may be taught to croak itſelf into a ſtate of 


eee ee _s_ 


* Some few years back, a crow built her neſt upon 


the point of the Exchange Vane, where ſhe ſtill holds 
her reſidence, 


1 
mature and profound /oquacity, correſpondent 
with the rareſt rhetoric of your corporate 


forum. 


Tnovon birds of our ſpecies can rarely boaſt 
of too much melody in their vocal faculties, 
yet, elevated by your patronage, I ſhall attempt 
to rant forth a remarkably queer ſtory, and 
thereby ſtrive to prove myſelf a merry and 


true 
BROTHER ROOK 


Of the right Breed. 


From my Neſt on theVane, 
Dkc. 21, 1791. 


ADDRESS 


TO MY NORTHERN PATRONS. 


Rever'p Protectors of this merry book, 

My worthy Countrymen, and greateſt Friends! 
Permit the 4burring of a brother Rook, 

Whoſe heart to gratitude for ever tends. 


Here, perch'd upon your ever-whirling Vane, 
| Where ſorely ſcorch'd by torrid ſolar rays, 
Or froze by frigid Boreas” piercing pain, 


I chearly croak a carol to your praiſe, 


Great grow the treaſure of your borough-box! 
Long may your commerce bearitsthriving form! 
O! may your barks ne'er drive on rugged rocks, 


Nor ſailors periſh in the roaring ſtorm ! | 
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When griping miſers ſhall at riches rail, 
And careleſs at their ſtrong barr'd coffers ſpurn; 
When hardy tars refuſe t'unfurl the fail, 


Or northern coals for ever ceaſe to burn; 


Then ſhall my very fervid—grateful heart 
Your meritorious character deſert ! 


THE ROOK. 


THE AUTHOR's APOLOGY, 


For not doing what others have always dane, 


Tur ſtory, that gave birth to the following 
pages, afforded, ſome few years back, a ſcope 
for much mirth in a northern corporation, 
which, for obvious reaſons, is here denomi- 
nated Bur-caſtle, 


Tux writer—aware of expoſing himſelf to 
a newfangled conſtruction of the Law of Lilels, 
by forming his Tale entirely of Trth----has 
endeavoured to blend a portion of the alloy of 
Fifion in his materials, ſo as to render it in 
ſome degree congenial to that very wiſe and 
truly conſtilutional hypotheſis. 


It is not his intention to imitate ſome of 
our modern biographical tinkers, who, in botch- 
ing up one hole in a man's public reputation, 
contrive to make en in his moral character; 
nor will he venally ſully the living fame of the 
dead, for the purpoſe of varniſhing the dead fame 
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of the living. Neither does he pretend to poſſeſs 
the prevailing art of proving Slack is white— 
that belongs to the legal Solons" of the pre- 
ſent day. | 

He has contented himſelf with a plain Eng- 
liſh motto to his Title page for this ſimple 
reaſon— like many of his ſcribbling brethren; 
he knows nothing of the ancient foreign languages, * 
although tis true he might, lite ſome of them, 
have bought ſuch a learned embelliſhment 
from one of thoſe needy retailers of claſſic 
garniſh, who vend their ſcraps of literature in 
the ſame manner that traders do their various 
commodities. He ſhould not, indeed, be ſur- 
Priſed to hear, in a ſhort time, foreign mottos 
and quotations hawked through the ſtreets 
with as much vociferation as Tiddy-doll cries 


his hot gin d! 


( Entered in Stationers Hall.) 


WILLY WOOD. 


———— — 


A MUSE, well vers'd in claſſic lore, 

To proud Parnaſſus' top may ſoar ; 

But mine, in humble ſtrains to ſing, 

Seeks not a Pegaſean wing; 

And tho' the bards of yore were wont 

To quaff the Heliconian font, 

Becauſe its potent draught could raiſe 

A ſpirit to their lyric lays; 

Yet ſtill this rhyming Muſe of mine, 

Conceives the tide of dingy Tyne 

Inſpires her mirth—as much as wine. 
B 
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And artleſs numbers muſt prevail, 
When truth pervades-a ſimple tale. 


A ancient town ſtands ſouth of Tweed, 
: Whoſe natives are of mongrel breed | 
Where Engliſh, Iriſh, Welch, and Scotch, 
Promiſcuous form a mere hotch-potch ; 

An active, het'rogeneous race, 

With commerce painted on each face, 

Like ſwarms of buſy bees contrive 

To buz around a wealthy hive, 

And give to London many a ſhoal 

Of falmon-trout—with freights of coal : 
Far fam'd, beſides, for humming ale, 

But more for what ſhall form our tale. 

A Man dwelt here, nam'd WIIIY Woop, 
Thro' whoſe coarſe veins flow'd ruſtic blood; 
And he, poor fellow! was content 
To own himſelf of mean deſcent : 
But tho' he took ſo little pains, 
Perhaps the tide of WiLLY's veins 
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Might be untainted, pure, and clear, 
As that of many a noble peer— 
Unleſs, indeed, the breath of Kings 
Can purify polluted ſprings. 


On hero, 'tho* we know not how, 
Or why, reſign'd the toilſome plough, 
And bent his future views to town— 
Perhaps in ſearch of fair renown, 

Or thought the profits of a ſhop 

For wane of life might rear a prop. 

A ſhop he therefore took, and made 
An effort to extend his trade ; 

And then conceiv'd a careful wife 
Would mellow all the joys of life ; 

Nor car'd he whether old or young, 
Poſſeſſing not Xantippe's tongue, 

Nor heeded tho? his wedded chum 

(If warm in purſe) were deaf and dumb. 


He now employ'd his ears and eyes 
In ſearching for a wealthy prize; 
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Until at length a crummy dame 
Fann'd up his paſſion to a flame, 


Or rather 'twas the golden dart 


Of Mammon prob'd his ſordid heart. 
But here a circumſtance aroſe, 


That did his project diſcompoſe: 


Our matron had a daughter fair, 


A blooming maid, of graceful air, 


Who, from her face it might appear, 
Had not attain'd her twentieth year. 
Tho? prudence ſurely will admit, 
The mother for his wife moſt fit, 


vet beauty's all-ſubduing charm 


Can make the frigid boſom warm; 
So WILLy felt his youth renew, 


With rampant force, at fifty-/wo / 


But till this time, the Muſe will own, 
He'd ne'er ſo ſtrong a paſſion known; 
No wonder, therefore, need it raiſe, 
His love burſt out with potent blaze, 


Yet ſtill a very great demur 
Did to our hero's breaſt occur : 
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If, with the daughter, he could gain 
The mother's purſe, his choice was plain; 
For well aware was WiLLYy Wood, 
That beauty was but meagre food ; 
« Odſbobs ! ſaid he, if I ſhould take 
*« The maiden for her beauty's ſake, 
Things then, perchance, may come to paſs, 
« To prove me but a ſtupid aſs, 
“For buckling thus upon my back 
« A romping girl not worth a plack, 
On t'ether fide, if I ſhould gain 
« The widow's hand, why then tis plain, 
1 thus ſecure unto myſelf 
« Th' excluſive right to all her pelf: 
« Beſides, we muſt admit this truth, 
« The laſs might live, from ſtrength of youth, 
Lord knows how long—nay, worſe than that, 
« Might breed me many a yelping brat, 
« To plague and teaze my wint'ry days, 
© And all my golden hopes eraze. 
« The mother too, beyond her prime, 
And ſurely paſt her bearing- time, 
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« Can therefore give no cauſe to fear 

« A hungry offspring may appear: 

« Nor is preſumptive proof ſo ſtrong, 

« She'll live to teaze me quite ſo long.“ 


Thus reas'ning like a prudent prieſt, 


Of two great ills he choſe the leaſt ; 
At length determin'd, WiLLy Woop 
Began to think in ſerious mood, 5 
Upon the neceſſary ſchemes, 
To realize his ſplendid dreams. 

Tur reader here, perhaps, may aſk, 
Is that ſo very hard a taſk ?. 
Is it ſo difficult a part 
To gain a wanton widow's heart? 
The Muſe fays—No—but then our blade 
Knew little of the lover's trade ; 
He never had, indeed, before 
Addreſs'd a woman on this ſcore ; 
Nay, ſome aver it ſtrictly true, 
That W1LLy ne'er a woman knew ! 
But that the Muſe will frankly own, 
To thoſe concern'd muſt beſt be known. 
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Now meagre hardſhips, WiL.Ly Woop 

Was goaded on by fleſh and blood, 

And, conſcious of his juſt pretence, 
He arm'd his heart with confidence : 

As novices will oft obtain 

What bold adepts attempt in vain, 

So *twas with our unpoliſh'd wight, 
Who ſtumbled headlong on the right. 


Ovk prudent dame, to gain her bread, 
Sold pins and needles—ſilk and thread, 
With ribbons, laces, tape, and-toys, 

For pretty little girls and boys ; | 
And did, for full twelve months or more, 
Her late dear huſband's loſs deplore, 

Pining the while in widowhood, 

Before ſhe heard of WiLLy Woop. 


Hrs firſt addreſſes how to pay, 
Or how to act, or what to ſay, \ 
Employ'd his thoughts both night and day : 
Altho' the Muſe admits his ſenſe 
Was not o'erſtock'd with diffidence. 


"0 Willy Wood, 
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At length it enter'd WII I v's head, 
To go and buy ſome tape and thread: 
An interview that might oblige, 
And help him to commence his ſiege: 
Then having waſh'd his face, and dreſt 
Himſelf in all his very beſt, 
Omitting not his Sunday wig, 
He ſtrutted forth ſupremely big,— 
Grave as a legate from the Pope, 
With nought to fear, but much to hope. 
He ſhap'd his courſe to GRIZzZLE's ſhop, 
Reſolv'd ſome tender hint to drop, | 
Whereby the widow plain might know 
What happineſs be could beſtow. 


ARkiv*D, he grin'd with vacant gape, 
And aſk'd to fee her thread and tape ; 
Which while ſhe look'd for, WII Ix's eye 
Gaz'd round, to ſee if none was nigh ; 
Till, well convinc'd the coaſt was clear, 
He thus began his love career | 
« Why, look ye—{(then he ſcratch'd his pate, 
Grinn'd, laugh'd, and bow'd, with booriſh gait) 
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« An' ſome folk had fic love for me, 


« As I bear them—TI'd happy be; 

« But, wunters ! all deceit is vain, 

« Sae, Iſe be downright free and plain: 
« To yen like me, of ſober life, 

« Ye'd make a very canny wife; 

« Sae therefore, without mair adee, 

« If ye'll ha' me—why Iſe ha“ yee!” 


Now WiLLy, from the goods he bought, 
A taylor ſeem'd in Gr1zzLe's thought; 
Who—not admiring ſuch a trade, 
This replication gruffly made: 
« Indeed, my friend, whoe'er you be, 
« You're not a huſband fit for me; 
« For when inclin'd to change my plan, 
« Reſolv'd am I to wed a man. — 
« A man!” exclaim'd he fierce as Roman, 
« What plague d'ye take me for—a woman?“ 
« Ono!” faid ſhe, “ I well know which, 
So don't be angry—maſter S/itch / 

C 
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« But ere you think of bridal pleaſure, 
« Pray, do go home—and mind your meaſure.” 


Well might the edge of GxrzzLe's tongue 

Have ſhap'd a flint into a dung: 
No wonder, therefore, WtrLLy, ſcar'd, 
Withdrew abrupt, and home repair'd, 
| Convinc'd he made a good efeape ; 

Till miſſing both his thread and tape; 

He trotted back without delay, 
To fetch his bargain'd goods away: 
For WiLLy ever had maintain'd, 
A penny ſav'd—a penny gain'd. 
But what could equal his ſurprize, 
When Gr1zzLr's daughter caught his eyes! 
Forgetting then his errand back, 
His love commenc'd a freſh attack. 
As when ſome hungry wolf eſpies 
A harmleſs lamb, and fiercely flies 
Upon the inoffenſtve prey, 
To drag it to its fate away ; 
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So WiLLy made à gallant paſa, 
And ſeiz'd the unſuſpecting laſs; . 
Nor would the rampant wight deſiſt, 
Till proſtrate fell'd by GRIZZLs fiſt, 
Who, at this very nick of time, 
Arriv'd, to bar his wicked crime: 
« Baſe fellow! is it thus you prove 
The truth of all your boaſted love?” | 
Then gave him, riſing, t'other ſhave. 


'Tween two offended women hemm'd 
Poor WII kv, like a man condemn'd, 
Proteſted that he meant no worſe, 

Than kiſs the child for love of nurſe, 
But diff rent paſſions prepoſſeſt 
The mother's and the daughter's breaſt ; 
The firſt by jealous fury fir'd, 
The laſt with proud contempt inſpir' d: 
And now the clapper of each tongue 
With loud reproach alternate rung, 
For both were pretty glibly hung 

C 2 


12 QAilly Wood, 
One call'd him baſe and diſſolute, 
The other filthy wicked brute ; 

Nor ceas'd arraigning thus their gueſt, 
Till rage, exhauſted, ſunk to reſt, 
Producing thence a healing balm, 

As rude tornadoes do a calm. 


Now Jevxv, orderd to withdraw, 
Obey'd—for GRIZZIE's word was law; 
Whoſe tongue, the ſword of woman's might, 
Aſſaulted thus our wanton wight :— 

« O fie! for ſhame! a man like you 

« Attempt ſuch wicked things to do! 

* In troth, I took you for a ſaint, 

% Whoſe actions ne er could virtue taint ; 
« But by your conduct ſo uncivil, 

« 'Tis plain that you're a very devil! 

« And then to ſet up ſuch a plea, 

* That kiſſing Jane was—love for me! 
But, falſe and baſe like all your ſex, 
« Your ſole delight's to plague and vex : 
„O WiLLY! Witty! you muſt know, 
« *Tis very wrong to ſerve one ſo!” 
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But here, to Will v's great ſurprite, 
A cryſtal flood, from Gulzzlx's eyes, 

Of pungent grief and ſorrow ſprung, 
Which gagg'd her late loquacious tongue. 

« Odſbobs l cry'd WII IVA why the deuce 
« Give me fic ſcandal and abuſe! ' 
« What ails you ?—Now, by all that's bad, 

« You muſt be either drunk or mad : 

« What have 1 dune—What have 1 W 
« That all this hurly-burly's made? 
« I ſaid before, and ſay ſae now, 

« I kiſs'd the laſs—for love of you! 

« Nae matter for by all that's good, 

« Ye'll hear nae mair of WIIIY Woop.” 
He then attempted to withdraw, 

Which GxzrzzLe, *midſt her ſorrow, ſaw, 
And very wiſely thought it meet 

To intercept the foe's retreat, 

Becauſe, to compaſs his releaſe, 

She might obtain a better peace. 
Indeed,“ (ſhe cry'd, but not before 
She'd clapt her back againſt the door) 
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« You ſhall not move a peg from hence, 

« Until I've made you recompenſe: 


« A murrain take my noiſy tongue, 


For having ſuch a clamour rung 

« But tho' it ſeem'd ſo loud and warm, 

« My heart, believe me, meant no harms 
« For on my conſcience I proteſt, 

« Of all my ſuitors you're the beſt; 

* Nay mare than that, I truly think, 

« Of prudence yau're the very pink, 

« And one like you, of ſober ſenſe, 

c Will never ſurely take offence 


At woman's frail impertinence : 


« But if you will my rage forgive, 

« I'll try to love you while I live, 

« Nor cer again ſuch folly harbour.“ 

« Well faid,” cry'd Willy—* hat's the barber ! 
« T will forgive you, and for life 

« Accept you as my wedded wife— 

« Diſclaiming every ſordid view, 

« Becauſe I ken this maxim's true. 
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« A prudent wife, without a ſhift, 


« Will always prove a better gift, 
„Than yen wi” geer, and lack of thrift : 

« But ſtill ye ken there's nae great harm 

« To keep yen's pocket rather warm ; 

« For money merits ſome regard, 

In times like theſe ſae very hard; 

« But both your perſon and your purſe 

« Iſe take for better or for worſe.” 

The widow due attention lent, 

And—like a virgin—bluſh'd conſent, 


They nam'd an early wedding day, 
And WiLLY—ere he went away, 
In earneſt of her future bliſs, 

Gave his intended bride # kiſs. 

To both the intervening ſpace 
Appear'd as many months as days; 
With ber the hope of future joy 
Did every paſſing hour employ ; 


Now quite impatient of delay, 
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While W1LLy oft revolv'd in mind, 

The golden pleaſures he ſhould find: 
Meantime, by W1LLy's ſage advice, 

The marriage banns were publiſh'd thrice; 
For this, to ſuch a ſaving man, 

Appear'd by far the cheapeſt plan; 

He deem'd a licence for th' occaſion 
Extravagance and oſtentation. 


Ar length the happy morning came, 
Our hero, with his eager dame, | 


With glad aſſent repair'd to church, 


And ſoon were lock'd in Hymen's lurch— 
A lurch from which the hand of Fate, 
Alone, can mortals, liberate 5 

For marriage is a potent chain, 

Which only death can burſt in twain; 
But which, with all its junctive parts, 
Can never bind two vicious hearts. | 
Our wedded pair, ſedate and grave, 
Refolv'd all coſtly ſhow to wave, 

And therefore made a private wedding, 
No ſtocking thrown—or formal bedding ; 
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Anticipating more delight, 
To banquet by themfelves at night. 


Wurx weary Phœbus in the Weſt 
Reclin'd on Thetis' lap to reſt; 
When gloomy night again unfurl'd 
Her fable curtain o'er the world ; 
When Morpheus wav'd his poppy wand 
Oer all the cloud-envelop'd land; 
Our drowſy bridegroom yawning led 
His partner to the nuptial bed; 
And there we left them for a night 
To ſleep if that gave moſt delight; 
Becauſe, in truth, the modeſt Muſe 
Such freedom never yet could uſe, 
To pry, with rude uncivil airs, 
Thro' keyholes, into love affairs; 
Permit her, therefore, now to tell 
What the ſucceeding morn befel: 
The wedding night, it plainly ſeem'd 
Had not with joy and pleaſure beam'd ; 
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Nor did the torch of Hymen's boon 
Light up a ſplendid honey-moon, 

At breakfaſt time the hapleſs bride 
Look'd very far from fatisfy'd; 
For at her-newly-wedded ſpouſe 
She frownd with ſullen—clouded brows ; 
While Wi1LLY try'd to ſooth her grief 
By words—but words gave no relief; . 

She needed more ſubſtantial fare, 

+" diſſipate her mental care: 

But tho' he, doubtleſs, did ſuſpect 
Her grief aroſe from one neglect, 
His cauſe could never be defended, 
And little ſaid was ſooneſt mended ; 
Complaining that, tho' indiſpos'd 
At preſent—ere the week was clos'd, 
He hop'd by ſolid means to prove 
The vigour of his r://ng love. 
At WiLLy's words, expiring Hope 
Reviv'd, and GRIZZLE ceas'd to mope— 
Reſotv'd to practiſe every plan 

To ſtimulate the rights of man ; 
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Still fondly hoping ſhe could drill, 
And form him to her future will: 
No means untry'd, nor money ſpar'd, 
By which his health might be repair'd, 
Providing many a dainty diſh, 
To kindle up an am'rous wiſh— 
Diſhes, indeed, that might provoke 
An hoary faint to crack a joke— 
Might make a marble ſtatue glow, 
Or animate a man of ſnow ; 
But maugre all his pamp'ring diet, 
Poor WILLI ſtill lay very quiet: 
She languiſh'd many ſleepleſs nights, 
Expecting matrimonial rights; 
But all in vain—for W1iLLy Woop, 
„Alas! could do her little good; 
So flew, determin'd to declare 
Her fad affliction to the Mayor, 
Who ſent a ſerjeant of his quorum, 
To bring the culprit ſtraight before him, 
He came, alas! in fad diſgrace, 
With horror pictur'd on his face; 


— — — 
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And when they plac'd him at the bar, 
His wife thus wag'd domeſtic war :— 
« An't pleaſe your worſhip, this, poor flat, 

« Pretending to—/he Lord knows what— 

« Held out to me a pleaſing plan, 

« Which promis'd all the gifts of man, 

« And robb'd me of my widow'd fame, 

= By—nothing—that deſerves a name“! - 
Hout, hout! thou's crazy, canny wife,“ 

« Exclaim'd the May'r—* for, pon my lite, 
With ſuch a, rigmarole you run. 

« We cannot gueſs. what WiLLy's.done.”- 
« Done, Sir,” ſaid ſhe—* that's hard to gueſs; 
« I'm ſure your worſhip, can't do leſs: 

« Ah! Sir, God bleſs you, !-—would-your lady 
« Be treated fo, and not upbraid ye?“ 

% Pha! do not trifle thus with time,“ 
Rejoin'd the Mayr bur ſtate his crime; 
«« Or go thy ways —I ll bet th'a guinea, 

« Thou's ſtark- mad wrong, my bonny hinny.“ 
« What right,“ ſhe cry'd, © what right had he, 
« Poor fumbling wretch! to marry me? 
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% Who's no more fit for wife or wench, | 
Than any member of this bench 
« Is to engage ten thouſand French!“ 
On this the worthy chairman roſe, 
And clapt his glaſſes on his noſe, 
Reſolv'd'to try what he could do, 
In taming ſuch a noiſy ſhrew :— 
« I fancy” —groping near his fob— 
« You're hither come to make a job; 
« But I've a very charming knack 
« At gagging ſuch infernal clack : 
« Then quickly ſtate thy grievous cauſe, 
« Nor teaze us with your hems and ha's!“ 
« O do me juſtice do me right,” 
She ſaid “ nor let this arrant bite 
« Cajole me- for tho' quite uncommon, 
« ] here demand the rights of woman ! 
« Pray let a board of females be 
« Conven d to judge *tween him and me; 
« And if I make the charges good, 
« Againſt my huſband WIIIY Wood, 
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« Your Worfhip then, I do depend, 

« Will ſtand my ſtout and ſteady friend; 

« Such uſeleſs creatures—you'll admit 

« Are not for honeſt women fit!“ 

Here GRIZzIxE ceas'd—Then thus the May*'r 
Addreſs'd his brethren from the chair ;— 


« OpsnerT! we all know Skipper Clark : 
« Has got a ſtomach like a ſhark, 
« And can—if he's a mind to try, 
« Devour a bullock in a pie; 


. 
: 
——o—— — 


* A NOTED glutton, who poſſeſſed ſo enormous an 
appetite, that he is reported to have devoured the 
hind quarter of an aſs at one meal; and was fo entire- 
ly diveſted of the ſenſes of tafte and fmelling, that it 
mattered not to him of what gualzty his food conſiſted, 
provided he obtained a ſufficient quantity to gorge 
his voracious maw ; nor was he leſs filthy, than mea- 
gre and ghaſtly, in his perſon. Amongſt the nume- 
rous anecdotes related of him, the writer preſumes the 
following will fully evince the ſuperiority of his gor- 
mandizing ability :;— 


Ix the early part of his life, Skipper Clark, hav- 
ing occaſion to make a journey to Alnwick, in Nor- 
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„What then? —Sure he's not ill to paſs, 
« Who cats — quarter of an afs ! 

« And why give ſuch a glutton more, 

« Than might ſuffice at leaſt a ſcore? 
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thumberland, was requeſted by a perſon in Newcaſtle 
to carry a meſſage to a friend reſiding at the former 
place ; which he very civilly undertook to deliver. 
Arriving at Alnwick on the following Sunday, he 
proceeded immediately to execute his commiſſion, 
and was kindly preſſed to dine with the venerable 
old couple, to whom the meſſage was addreſſed; 
an invitation which Sk:pper felt not the ſmalleſt in- 
clination to decline, Of all the days in the year, it 
happened to be that of their annual feſtival ; an am- 
ple proviſion had, therefore, been made for a party 
of country relatives, who, unfortunately, were pre- 
vented from paying their N viſit by the in- 
clemency of the weather, eight and forty hours ſuc- 
ceſſive rain having deluged all the circumjacent coun- 
try. Fate, however, ſeemed to have ſent Skipper to 
ſupply the place of all the expetted viſitants ; for, 
ſiting down to dinner, he was highly delighted to 
behold, ſmoaking on the table, a fine plump boiled 
leg of mutton of about nine pounds weight, a huge 
piece of roaſt beef, and a clumſy plumb pudding. 
Here was a glorious opportunity for the diſplay of 
his guttling faculties! and Skipper appeared deter- 


« For moderate folks allow at leaſt, 

« Enough's as good as any feaſt. 

Now, who can tell but ſhe may be 
« Voracious to the full as he, 


————— “ 


mined to avail himſelf of it. Being entreated to 
make free, and help himſelf with whatever he liked 


beſt, he made a vigorous attack upon the mutton, _ 


gulping it down in large moutlifuls, as if he intended 
afterwards to chew his cud, thereby to controvert 
the popular opinion, and prove himſelf a clean beaſt. 
In ſhort, he gobbled the victuals in ſo ravenous a man- 
ner, that the poor aſtoniſhed couple could not ſwallow | 
a-morſel for ſtaring at their gueſt, who in a few mi- 
nutes contrived to ſhew them as clean a bone as ever 
they had ſeen in the courſe of their lives; and was 
preparing to ſtorm the roaſt beef----when his worthy 
hoſt and hoſteſs thought it prudent to check the pro- 
greſs of his arms, by making a precipitate retreat with 
the beef and pudding----purſued, however, by S{ipper's 
longing. eyes. Having ſecured the two diſhes, they re- 
turned to their half-glutted viſitor, repeating the pious 
_ $aculation---- From ſuch a monſtrous glutton, good 
Lord deliver us !” 


Had Gibraltar been garriſoned by ſuch men as Sk:p- 
fer, during the late ſiege, Don Carlos the Third might 
probably have boaſted the acquiſition of a long-envied 
feather for his already too unwieldy regal plume ! 


* 
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« Exacting more, for ought we know; 
« Than any mortal can beſtow? _ | 
« For my part, Sirs, I frankly own, 
« He ſeems a very ſturdy clown. 
« More fit for wife: or widow's ſporty: 
Than any member of this court. 
« 'Tis true we may decide - but chen 
“Can that the province be of men, | 
* Which appertains to female ken? 
« A board of matrons, you'll agree, 
« Will far the fitteſt method be, 
« To ſift the crime of WII Wovpp, 
« And make his matters underſtood : 
« If they the culprit ſhould convict, 
« Let them the puniſhment inflict! 
Nor can my good colleagues begrudge 
«To let their ladies try and judge. 
« ] therefore move another cried— 
„That Madam May'reſs do preſide ; 
« That each appoint a proper place, 
« To queſtion W1LLy—face to face! 

1 
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« Then at a certain ſtated time 


« Pronounce their verdict—on his crime. T 


Tris motion—to transfer the cauſe— 
Extorted loud and warm applauſe ; 
And Gr1zzLE, ſmiling glad aſſent, 
Trudg'd homeward with a heart content, 
Convinc'd this hoſt of female fkill - 
Would ſoon her faireſt hopes fulfil : 
Soon after which the court adjourn'd, 
And ev'ry member home return'd, 
. To tell the very welcome news 
To his belov'd—and loving ſpouſe... 
They all—as you may well ſurmiſe— 
Declar'd the project vaſtly wife, 
And glad the gallant female band 
Reſolv'd to take be thing in hand. 


Wauar kind of verdict they preferr'd, 
The Muſe declares ſhe never heard ; 
Alrho”*-there's reaſon to ſuppoſe, 

In WitLy's favour little roſe, 
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That nothing turn'd out very ſtrong 

To prove her accuſation wrong : 

But from that time a blot of ſhame 
Attach'd itſelf to WiLLY's name; 

For when a ſtigma's ever flung 

On any man—or old or young, 

Enough is always underſtood, 

In ſtyling him a—WIL LY WOOD!!! 


END OF THE TALE. 


, THREE SONGS. 
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MODERN CROPS, 
(Tune------THE LAMPLIGHTER,) 


Wurx high-frizz'd heads, like Friezeland fowls, 


Our beaux did late diſplay, 
Each meagre phiz look'd like an owl's, 


Beneath a cock of hay: 
But prone to change, a new extreme 
Pervades each fribbling fop, 
Who now, the more uncouth to ſeem, | | 
Hath dwindled to a crop. | | 


How gladly ſome adopt the mode, 
That reigns in modern day! 
Becauſe to dock their warm abode, 
Drives troubleſome gueſts away; 
Nor ſeems it odd, that many a beau 
Wears poll as bare as chin; 
'Tis quite an emblem, well we know, 
Of what's contain'd within, 
\ 
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This thrifty mode, moreover, ſaves 
What few incline to pay ; 
And makes them look like round-head knaves 
Of canting Cromwell's day : 
No piercing cold can enter in, 
To pinch them to the quick ; 
For tho? each bruſh be ſhort and thin, 
Their ſkulls are deviliſh thick. 


In pyramid hats, with two-inch ſticks, 
When lounging at the play, 

With jilts they ſhew their monkey tricks, 
Talk much—but nothing ſay: | 

If ſlily when one makes a dip, 
Detection e'er aſſail, | 

He'll nimbly thro? your fingers ſlip, 

Like a pig with ſoapy tail, 


FAVOURITE SCOTCH SONG. 
Sung by Miſs MILx E, at VAUXHALL, laſt ſeaſon. 
A Wee before the cloſe of day, h6! 
When weary Sol was waning, 
Reclin'd upon a flow'ry brae, 
Thus Sandy fat complaining :— 


Pg 


* 


1 
O what a gowk was I to love, 
Sae meikle time to ſpend on't, 


Since Meg will neither kinder prove, - 
Nor frankly make an end on't. 


Since Meg began to ſcowl and flyte, 
And torture me wi' ſcorning, 

J joyleſs gang to bed at night, 

And riſe wi' grief at morning; | 

But let her ſourly.gloom and ſpurn, 
For troth ſhe may depend on't, 

Whene'er ſhe gecks—T'll geck in turn, 
And gar her make an end on't. 


Now ſcarce had Sandy utter'd this, 
Ere Meg appear'd—whoſe beauty 

Portray'd a ſcene of future bliſs, | 
And brought him to his duty : 

O take my hand, dear Meg, cry'd he, 
For weel may you depend on't ;— 

Then led her to t e kirk wi' glee, 
And there they made an end on't. 


paws” 
THE DREAM. 
A SONG for a NEWCASTLE Man. | 


Rouon roll'd the roaring river's ſtream, 
| And rapid ran the rain, 5 
When Robert Rutter dreamt a dream, 
Which rack'd his heart with pain; 
Hie dreamt there was a raging ber 
i Ruſh'd' from the rugged rocks, 
And ſtrutting round with horrid ſtare 
Breath'd terror to the brocks.'* 
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But Robert Rutter drew his Word, 

And ruſhing forward right, 
The horrid creature's thrapple gor'd, | 

And barr'd his rueful ſpite; 

Then ſtretching forth his brav ny arm, 
To drag him to the ſtrem, 

He grappled Grizzle, rough and warm, 
Which rouz'd him from his dream. 
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